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ploughed a furrow all the way across the desert to
Ramadi on the Euphrates, and along this we flew
like a hen with her beak on a chalk-line. As we
passed over the Hejaz railway and made for the
open desert, my mind went back to the exciting
days of the Deraa raid three years before, and I
lived again through those exciting three weeks when
the flying column had found its way from Akaba
to join in General Allenby's great advance. When
we reached the reedy pools of Azraq and the ruined
castle overlooking them., my thoughts turned natur-
ally to the Arab leader with whose gallant troops
I had served during the War, and whom I should
find seated on the throne of the Caliphs when the
aeroplane next came to rest. Midway across the
desert we met another machine which I knew was
bringing Philby from Baghdad on his way to see
Mr. Churchill in London before taking up the
appointment of chief British representative in
Trans-Jordan in succession to Lawrence, whom I
had just left behind on the Amman aerodrome. It
was astonishing to think that only eight years after
my visit to Yahya Beg, when I had reluctantly
abandoned my plan of riding across this same
stretch of desert, two aeroplanes starting from
opposite ends of what would then have been a six
weeks' camel-ride should pass within a few yards of
each other with the precision of a railway time-table,
linking up in a few short hours the experiences of
nearly nine years' connection with the Arab people.
It was, I hoped, an augury that the co-ordination of
policy for which I had so long been working was at
last to be an accomplished fact.
We reached Baghdad in five and a half hours,
helped by a strong following wind, and I slept that

